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EPISTLE 

V 

T  O 

JOHN  HOWARD. 

►ffowC"!"  1  111  »— 


^JJ'OWARD!  the  high  applaufe  which  waits  the  nan 
Of  thofe  illuftrious  few,  who,  ’mid  th’  acclaim 
>f  feeble  man,  with  brighteft  hopes  in  view, 

'he  deftin’d  path  of  Good  right  on  purfue, 

■ 

e  thine!  and  may  the  God,  to  whom  on  high 

I 

he  fufferers  of  the  world  with  anguifh  cry, 

'roteft  thee  on  thy  lone  and  dreary  road 
~o  hopelefs  mifery’s  unexplor’d  abode! 

•  B 
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Fali’n.  man’s  afflicted  race,  what  ills  await  ■ 

:h’  Oppreffor’s  Scourge,  the  Ravages  of  Fate! 

)r  Difappointment,  like  the  blighting  biaft, 
rhat  fflook  the  drooping  foreft  as  it  pail, 

Withers  his  hopes;  or  bold  Injuftice  leads 
-Per  dark  and  ruthlefs  Train  of  fell  Mifdeeds 
n  the  fair  face  of  day ;  or  Ruin  s  nand 
Dafhes  the  fairy  fabrick  he  bad  plann  d; 

Dr  ling’ring  Age,  flow-pining  in  the  real, 

Steals  every  fweet,  and  leaves  him  but  a  tear ; 
Whilft  ficknefs,  daughter,  peftilence,  or  dearth, 
Sweep  to  the  duft  the  myriads  of  the  eaith! 

But  fome  there  are,  who  like  bright  dars  appear 
To  light  our  way,  and  gild  the  hemifphere 
Of  dark  affliction;  for  the  Almighty  laid, 

[When  the  foundations  of  the  world  were  laid) 
Amidft  the  imperfect  fcene,  that  fitly  tries 
Our  fortitude  on  earth,  there  diould  arife 
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irits  of  jufter  men,  who  might  come  forth, 
fight  of  Heav’n  and  earth,  with  confcious  worth 
id  wifdom  arm’d,  to  aid  the  immortal  plan 
:  wide  Benevolence,  or  teach  to  man 
:ffons  of  Patience ;  fo  he  might  fuftain 
is  part  of  duty  in  a  life  of  pain. 

Thefe  proud  in  virtuous  courage  have  defied 
le  ills  to  weak  humanity  allied : 

by  cold  want,  or  bitter  woes  oppreft, 

. 

gainft  the  pitilefs  ftorm  their  dauntlefs  breaft 

ive  borne,  as  recklefs  the  high  veffel  rides 

er  broken  billows,  and  oppofing  tides. 

san  time,  meek  Hope,  and  Faith  with  fmile  ferene, 

>int  far  beyond  this  perifhable  fcene; 

nd  whilft  they  fix  their  ardent  gaze  on  high, 

sad  at  their  feet  the  world’s  weak  forrows  lie. 

But  gentle  as  the  fummer’s  breath,  are  thofe 

hofe  fofter  bofoms  melt  at  others’  woes — 

B  2  The 
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Thefe  own  fair  Nature’s  genuine  fway,  and  feel 
Sweet  o’er  the  heart  the  tendered  touches  deal 
CM  Pity;  thefe,  by  meek  aftedtion  mov’d. 

O’er  the  cold  urn  of  one  in  life  belov’d, 

In  filence  bend;  or  their  fond  vigils  keep 
O'er  the  dill  couch  where  fmiling  infants  deep; 

Or  bidding  to  fome  gentle  heart  farewell, 

Oft  wander,  lid’ning  to  the  didant  knell 
At  eventide,  when  all  the  woods  are  dill, 

And  mournful  dreams  the  bread  of  memory  fill! 
Thefe  too  have  look'd  on  life,  and  breath’d  a  figh, 

I 

That  mifery,  expos’d  and  pale,  fhould  lie, 

i 

'Whild  grandeur  with  her  cold  and  carelefs  train 
Swept  by,  nor  heard  th’  expiring  wretch  complain! 
That  fome ,  with  fell  ambition,  unconfin’d, 

Should  riot  o’er  the  ruins  of  mankind 

In  mad  career ;  whild  fome  fhould  feebly  bend 

Poor  to  the  earth,  and  die  without  a  friend ! 

{ 

t  * 

Oh,  Charity!  our  helplefs  nature’s  pride, 

Thou  friend  to  him  who  knows  no  friend  befide, 
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there  in  morning’s  breath,  or  the  Tweet  gale 
lat  fteals  o’er  the  tir’d  pilgrim  of  the  vale, 
eering  with  fragrance  frelh  his  weary  frame, 
ight  like  the  incenfe  of  thy  holy  flame? 
ought  in  all  the  beauties  that  adorn 
re  azure  Heaven,  or  purple  lights  of  morn  ?— 
ought  fo  fair  in  evening’s  ling’ring  gleam 
from  thine  eye  the  meek  and  penflve  beam* 
lat  falls,  like  faddefl:  moonlight  on  the  hill, 
id  diftant  grove,  when  the  wide  world  is  ftill  ? 
line  are  the  ample  views  that  unconfin’d 
etch  to  the  utmoft  walks  of  human  kind ; 
line  is  the  fpirit,  that  with  wideft  plan 
Dther  to  brother  binds,  and  man  to  man. 

But  who  is  he,  whofe  genius  dares  explore, 
arlefs  from  clime  to  clime,  and  fhore  to  fliore, 
d  by  Heav’n’s  hand,  with  Pity  by  his  fide, 
mes  of  defpair,  and  paths  of  pain  untried  ? 


We’r 


We’re  born  of  woman,  and  when  hunger  cries, 
Hard  is  the  heart  that  its  fmall  boon  denies. 

-But  who  will  pleafure’s  fiow’ry  walk  forgo, 

For  lcenes  of  ftcknefs,  and  the  fights  of  woe? 
pr  who  will  dive  into  the  prifon’s  gloom, 

Where  ghaftly  guilt  implores  her  ling’ ring  doom; 
Where  penitence  unpitied  fits,  and  pale, 

[Nor  ever  told  to  human  ears  her  tale; 

Where  rank  infection  loads  the  ftagnant  breath, 

.And  hangs  the  damp  wall  with  the  dews  of  death; 
Where  agony,  half-famifh’d,  cries  in  vain; 

Where  dark  defpondence  murmurs  o’er  her  chain ; 
Where  funk  difeafe  is  wafted  to  the  bone, 

;And  hollow-ey’d  defpair  forgets  to  groan? 

;  Lo,  Howard  comes! — amid  the  drear  domain, 
jin  death’s  dark  cell,  where  dread  and  anguifh  reign 
jFriend  of  mankind,  fair  Mercy  hath  appear’d; 

Her  voice  thro’  every  glimmering  ward  is  heard! 


Jc’d  by  the  found: — Lo,  from  her  flinty  bed, 
fpair,  all  defolate,  hath  rais’d  her  head! 
iVhat  pitying  fpirit,  what  unwonted  gueft, 

Strays  to  this  laft  retreat,  this  bed  unbleft  ? 
from  life  and  light  fhut  out,  beneath  this  cell 
bong  have  I  bid  hope’s  cheering  fun  farewell. 

heard  for  ever  clos’d  the  jealous  door, 

;  mark’d  my  bed  on  the  forfaken  floor; 

;  watch’d  in  fllence  nights  on  nights  defcend, 

STor  ever  heard  the  accents  of  a  friend. 

Wake  not,  my  heart,  with  Ihudd’ring  hope  and  dread 
Its  griefs  are  paft,  its  charities  are  dead: 

3ut  thou;  oh!  haft  thou  dried  each  riling  tear, 

And  loft  all  hope,  that  thou  fhould’ft  enter  here  ? 

Or  feekeft  thou  a  wretch  like  me  undone, 

Some  bleeding  brother,  or  fome  captive  fon  ? 

Or  haft  thou  lov’d  thofe  kindred  haunts  to  trace, 

In  verieft  hate  to  man’s  inhuman  race?’’ 

>!  proud  Benevolence  exulting  cries, 
arm’d  by  my  fpirit  pure,  the  bold  emprize 
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form’d,  and  like  a  bleft  immortal  pow’r, 
\lone  came  fearlefs  forth,  in  happieft  hour, 

0  •  » 

Fo  pour  the  balm  of  comfort  in  the  wound 
Of  him  who  bled  unpitied  on  the  ground. 

Be  the  fad  fcene  difclos’d, — fearlefs  unfold 

The  grating  door — the  light  of  woe  behold! 

» 

W’hat  mingled  moans  of  mifery  meet  the  ear ! 
What  dreary  forms  of  wretchednefs  appear! 

But  turn  to  him,  who  to  yon  vault  conlign’d, 
Has  bid  a  long  farewell  to  human  kind. 

His  wafted  form,  his  cold  and  bloodleis  cheek, 
A.  tale  of  fadder  borrow  feems  to  fpeak, 

Of  friends  perhaps,  now  mingled  with  the  dead; 
Of  hope,  that  like  a  faithlefs  flatterer,  fled 
[n  th’  utmoft  hour  of  need;  or  of  a  fon 
Call  to  the  bleak  world’s  mercy ;  or  of  one 
Whofe  heart  was  broken,  when  the  ftern  beheft 
Tore  him  from  pde  affedtion’s  bleeding  breaft. 
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Id  is  his  frozen  heart — his  eye  is  rear’d 
1  Heav’n  no  more — and  on  his  filver  Beard 
tear  has  ceas’d  to  fall ;  yet,  tho’  undone, 
fw  beauteous  once  the  Sun  of  Gladnefs  fhone 
he  remembers ; — but  thou  canft  not  bring 
:k  to  his  mournful  Heart  the  morn  of  fpring — - 
ou  canft  not  bid  the  Rofe  of  Health  renew 
his  defpairing  Cheek  her  crimfon  hue : 
lat  Pity  could,  thou  didft;  and  that  kind  look 
aich  beam’d  on  him  whom  every  hope  forfook, 
th  radiance  fad  his  dreary  heart  ihall  cheer, 
id  wake  the  ftruggling  fenfe — the  deep-drawn  tear 
Gratitude,  ere  yet  to  Hate  reftgn’d, 

:  breathes  his  dying  curfes  on  mankind ! 

O  ye,  who  lift  to  Pleafure’s  vacant  Song, 
in  her  ftlken  train  ye  troop  along ; 
bo,  like  rank  Cowards,  from  Affiiffton  fly; 

,  whilft  the  precious  hours  of  life  pafs  by, 
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' 

Ac  llumbering  in  the  fun: — Awake,  Anfe — 

I  o  thefe  inflruclive  pictures  turn  yocu  eyes,  1 

I  he  awful  view  with  otiier  feelings  fcan, 

\nd  learn  from  Howard  what  man  owes  to  man! 
fie  heard  the  Lazaretto's  inmoft  Moans, 

•  i 

He  heard  Difeafe’s  laft  expiring  Groans ; 

if 

Or  where  the  outcaft  Child  of  Mifery 
Was  left  unfeen  to  familh,  and  to  die; 

Or  where  the  pale  Slave,  to  the  galley  chain  d, 

No  more  his  bitter  deftiny  arraign’d, 

But  fternly  bore  the  inevitable  lot, 

Like  one  whom  Pity’s  fell  had  long  forgot; 

Or  where  her  Carcafes  Deftru&ion  ftrew’d, 

The  toils  of  Virtue  fearlefs  he  purfued ! 

In  vain,  amid  the  defolated  feene,* 

Wan  Peftilence,  a  hideous  form,  was  feen, 

Who  pointing  to  the  Dying  and  the  Dead, 

Wide  on  her  wings  of  woe  to  Havcck  fped, 


•*  Alluding  to  the  plague  which  vifited  the  countries  through  which  Mr,  Howard  pahed, 
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ad,  whilft  they  {haded  the  pale  croud  beneath, 
ook  from  her  fable  Plumes  the  dews  of  Death? 

Thefe,  Virtue,  are  thy  triumphs,  that  adorn 
:lieft  our  Nature,  and  befpeak  us  born 
r  loftieft  Action ;  not  to  gaze,  and  run 
om  clime  to  clime,  and  flutter  in  the  fun; 

’  drag  a  droning  flight  from  flow’r  to  flow's', 
ke  flckly  Infedrs  in  a  gaudy  hour ; 
ir  yet  o’er  love-flck  Tales  with  fancy  range, 
id  cry  “  ’Tis  pitiful,  tis  faffing  fi range!" 
t  on  Life’s  varied  views  to  look  around, 
id  raife  expiring  Sorrow  from  the  ground : — 
id  he — who  thus  hath  borne  his  part  aflign’d, 
the  fad  fellowfhip  of  Human-kind, 
for  a  moment  footh’d  the  bitter  pain 
*  a  poor  Brother — has  not  liv’d  in  vain ! 

i 

But  ’tis  not  that  Compafllon  fliould  beftow 
1  unavailing  Tear  on  Want,  or  Woe. 

C  2 


Lo 


,o!  fairer  order  iffues  from  thy  plan,  ■ 
efriending  Virtue,  and  adorning  Man. 

"hat  Hope  the  glid’ning  eye  of  Comfort  fees, 
rmid  the  mournful  Chambers  of  Difeafe; 

['hat  Mercy  fooths  the  hard  behefl  of  Law, 

['hat  Mifery  fmiles  upon  her  bed  of  draw ; 

['hat  the  dark  Felon’s  clan,  no  more,  combin’d, 
durmur  in  murd’rous  league  againft  mankind; 
rhat  to  each  cell,  a  mild  yet  mournful  gued 
Contrition  comes,  and  ftills  the  beating  bread, 
Whild  long-forgotten  tears  of  Virtue  dow, 

Thou  generous  Friend  of  all — to  Thee  we  owe! 

tD 

To  Thee,  that.  Pity  fees  her  views  expand 
To  many  a  cheerlefs  haunt,  and  didant  land! 
Whilft  warm  Philanthropy  extends  her  ray, 

Wide  as  the  world,  and  general  as  the  day ! 

I  . 

II  ,  . 

Howard!  I  view  thofe  deeds,  and  think  how 
The  Triumphs  of  the  World — the  feeble  drain, 
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[at  Flattery  lings  to  Conqueft’s  gilded  car, 
d  fhouts  of  Thoufands  in  the  fields  of  War ! 

From  realm  to  realm  the  ruthlefs  Viflor  hies 
de  o’er  a  wafted  world — before  him  flies 
right,  on  pinions  fleeter  than  the  wind, 
d  Death  and  Defolation  fall  behind, 
ie  pomp  and  havock  of  his  March  purfue, 

1  Slaughter  s  fey  the  has  bath’d  his  fteps  in  dew 
Bloodfhed,  and  of  Tears; — but  his  proud  Name, 
ie  echoing  Clarion  of  applauding  Fame 
founded,  far  and  wide,  to  after-times, 
d  Indignation  flumber’d  o’er  his  crimes  !-— 

:  his  vain  boaft  fhall  perifh — and  all  Thofe 
10  add  with  fell  defpite  to  Nature’s  woes ! 

But  bear  Thou  fearlefs  on: — the  GOD  of  all, 
whom  the  affli&ed  kneel,  the  friendlefs  call, 

>m  his  high  Throne  of  Mercy  fhall  approve 
y  holy  deeds  of  Mercy  and  of  Love ; 

Foi 
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For  when  the  boaftful  labours  of  the  Sage, 

The  Conqu’ror’s  fpoils,  the  Monuments  of  Age, 
[And  all  the  Vanities  of  Life’s  brief  day, 
^Oblivion's  hurrying  Wing  (hall  fweep'away, 

The  works  by  Charity  and  Mercy  done, 

'High  o'er  the  wrecks  of  time,  fhall  live  alone 
Immortal  as  the  Heav’ns,  and  beauteous  bloom 
*To  other  worlds,  and  realms  beyond  the  Tomb. 
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Mr.  H  E  A  D  L  Y. 


~^0  every  gentle  Mufe  in  vain  allied, 

In  youth’s  full  early  morn  Eugeni  us  died! 

!  long  had  ficknefs  left  her  pining  trace, 
leful  and  wan,  on  each  decaying  grace  j 
d  o’er  his  fading  fmile  Defpair  was  feen, 
ho  touch’d  with  tendered  hand  his  mournful  mein! 
t  Relignation,  muling  on  the  grave, 
hen  now  no  hope  could  cheer,  no  pity  fave, 


Am 


And  Virtue,  that  fcarce  felt  its  fate  fevere, 

And  pale  Affection,  dropping  foft  a  tear 

For  friends  belov’d,  from  whom  fhe  foon  muft  part 

Breath’d  a  fad  folace  on  his  aching  heart. 

Nor  ceas'd  he  yet  to  ftray,  where,  winding  wild, 
The  Mufe’s  path  his  drooping  fleps  beguil’d, 

Intent  to  refcue  fome  neglefted  rhime, 
Lone-blooming,  from  the  mournful  wafte  of  Time; 
Or  mark  each  fcatter’d  fweet,  that  feem’d  to  fmile 
Like  flowers  upon  the  long-forfaken  pile.* 

Far  from  the  murmuring  crowd,  unfeen,  he  fought 
Each  charm  congenial  to  his  fadden’d  thought. 
When  the  grey  morn  illum’d  the  mountain’s  fide, 
To  hear  the  fweet  bird’s  earlieft  fong  he  hied : 

a  *  • 

When  meekeft  Eve  to  the  fold’s  diftant  bell 

Liften’d,  and  bade  the  woods  and  vales  farewell, 

1  * 

Mufing  in  tearful  mood,  he  oft  was  feen, 

The  laft  that  linger’d  o’er  the  fading  Green. 


#  Alluding  to  (C  Beauties  of  Ancient  Poetry,  by  Mr.  Headly.” 
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ae  waving  wood,  high  o’er  the  cliff  reclin’d, 
he  murmuring  Water-fall,  the  Winter’s  Wind, 
is  Heart’s  mild  miferies  oft  feem’d  to  fuit, 
ke  mourning  gales  on  the  refponlive  lute. 

-t  deem  not  hence  the  focial  fpirit  dead, 

10’  from  the  world’s  hard  gaze  his  feelings  fled, 
rm  was  his  friendfhip,  and  his  faith  flncere, 
id  warm  as  Pity’s  his  unheeded  tear, 
fiat  wept  the  ruthlefs  deed,  the  poor  man’s  fate, 
r  Fortune’s  ftorms  left  cold  and  defolate. 

.rewell, — yet  be  this  humble  tribute  paid 
i  all  thy  virtues,  from  that  focial  Jhade* 
here  once  we  fojourn’d. — I,  alas!  remain 
i  mourn  the  hours  of  youth  (yet  mourn  in  vain) 
lat  fled  negle&ed. — Wifely  thou  haft  trod 
le  better  path,  and  that  High  Meed,  which  God 
•dam  d  for  Virtue,  towering  from  the  duft, — 
all  blefs  thy  labours,  Spirit!  pure  and  juft. 

*  Trinity  College. 


finis. 


